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* And I have found a quiet grange,
Set back in meadows sloping west, And there, our little ones can range And she can rest
i Come down, that we. may show the view.
And she may hear your voice again., And talk her woman's talk with you Along the lane.7
Since he had drawn with listless hand The letter, six long years had fled, And winds had blown about the sand, And they were wed.
Two rosy urchins near him played,
Or watched, entranced, the shapely ships That with his knife for them he made Of elder slips.
And where the flowers were thickest shed,
Each blossom like a burnished gem, A creeping baby reared its head, And cooed at them.
And calm was on the father's face,
And love was in the mother's eyes ; She looked and listened from her place, In tender wise* K 2